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Fun Week by Week. 


By tHe Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday—Derby Day. Put my money on Diamcnd Jubilee 
like the rest of them, but too much of a “‘ cert.” to make much by. 
Left early to see Lord Roberts annex the “ Free State.”’ Then 
made off to Berlin and saw the Crown Prince celebrate his acces- 
sion to the title of Crown Prince. Heard the National Gallery was 
on fire. Rushed back in dire alarm, but the building luckily 
escaped this time. Not until it is actually burned down will the 
Gover’ment take precautions, I expect. 


FATUITY. 


My heart stood still, I felt quite ill, 
And my face went pale and sallery, 
’T wixt fear and ire, to hear that fire 
Had threatened the ‘‘ Nash’nal ’’ Gallery ; 
But it went scot free, so the powers that be 
In their lair red-taped and mustified, 
Will sigh, sans grief, in the fond belief 
That now their neglect is justified ! 


Dined with H.R.H. and the Jockey Club at Marlborough House. 
Heard that Pretoria had surrendered. 


Thursday. —Took the Duke and Duchess of York round Woolwich 
Arsenal—then took the Princess and Princess Victoria to 83, Eaton 
Square (Lord Aberdare’s), to look at the Welsh Industrial Associa- 
tion’s collection of things. Conversazioned with the Optical Society 
at the Holborn. 


EYE! EYE! 


I noted the propriety 
And elevated tone— 
On dainties in variety 
They conversazi-own— 
I feasted to satiety 
And said in manner sly, 
** With the Optical Society 
It isn’t all my eye.” 


Heard that Pretoria was occupied. 


Friday.—Went to the Royal Photographic Society’s Rooms to 
look at Dr. P. H. Emerson’s productions, Over to Wood Green in 
the afternoon and encouraged Princess Margaret of Connaught 
while she gave away the prizes at the Royal Masonic School for 
Boys’ Sports. The weather was something unnecessary for wind 
and wet and cold, though natural enough for June, I suppose. 
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RECOGNITION, 


When, like winter re-arriving 
All the sky was dull and grey 
When the rain came wildly driving 
On the windows all the day ; 
When the chill was almost freezing 
I intoned this doleful tune— 
** We have reached the summer seasing— 
I perceive that this is June.”’ 


Heard that Pretoria had capitulated. 


Saturday.—Ran down to Lincoln and started the Sons of 
Temperance meeting and (water) spouting at the Drill Hall. Ran 
over to Paris and showed them how to conduct the Coachin 
Meet at their Horse Show. Ran round to the British Museum aa 
revelled in the new Oriental antiquities “‘ just added.’’ Ran across 
to South Africa and heard some frantic ‘‘ Bond’'’-ers declare 
‘friendship with England "’ was impossible. Heard that Pretoria 
had yielded. 


Monday.—Bank Holiday. Went to the Highland Gathering at 
Stamford Bridge and the Cart Horse Parade at Regent’s Park. Saw 
alot of cricket matches. Splendid weather—day worth having. 
Heard that Pretoria had given in. 


Tuesday.—Went to Lords and saw Stoddart make 221! Heard 
that one Sergeant King had been dismissed from his (Volunteer) 
corps for expressing his opinions at a political meeting. Action of 
authorities shows pitiful lack of argument on the other side. Also 
dull wits must be sadly cornered when smashing the man’s bicycle 
is part of their contribution to the cause of liberty ! 


WHAT A LIBERTY !° 


If a chap in this dominion, 
Thinks the thing we do not like, 
Shout for freedom of opinion 
And disorganise his hike— 
None for liberty are stiffer, 
We're of tyranny the foes— 
If a chap from us dare differ 
Bang him badly on the nose, 


Got sick of suspense and hearing of it, so went over and asked 
“ Bobs” if Pretoria really was captured. He said it was—he’d just 
done it. SoIsaid hooray! Came back and lit my lanterns and 
stuck up may flags. Great enthusiasm, and no sleep for hours. 


Tue Sporrer. 


No. 1,831. 
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N orice, — The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, 


spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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THE WANE OF THE HONEYMOON. 
She.—‘' I'm quite sure there are no marriages in Heaven.” 
He.—"Oh! Why?” 
She.—‘' Because there are no Divorce Courts there.”’ 


Because at times of national mirth 
Some license we accord ’em, 

Those yokels think they “‘ own the earth ’’: 
But . . . otherwise thinks Fordham ! 


When out ‘‘ a-mafficking ” we went, 
Or hailed Pretoria’s capture, 

We let the plaguy jesters vent 
Their coarse (though genuine) rapture 

E’en to their hearts’ content. But when 
They take advantage gladly 

To vex our wives and daughters, then 
The closure’s needed badly ! 

And girls and boys who ply these toys 

r (If magistrates award ‘em 

“<'% Their proper dues for low-souled joys) 

Will find the N’ RDHAM ! ! 


Fordham Puts His Foot Down. 


(Mr. Magistrate Fordham is laudably determined to rid Holloway 
of the nuisance of ‘squirters’ and ‘ladies’ tormentors.”— 


Evening News.) 


Ir Hooligans must needs have sport 
With * squirters " and “‘ tormentors,”’ 
So let them do in slum and court ! 
But, in our public centres 
Of traffic, why should ladies be 
By ruined hats made frantic, 
tee ice A 


ri! , sO 











et 



































et ee Soh oe 


oe eee 


























June 12, 1900. 

















er ees 


Our Imperial Scouts. 


THE AUSTRALIAN BUSHMAN. 


He is born of a clean living stock, 
He is bred in an atmosphere pure, 

And brought up on the plainest sparse food, 
So a life of hard toil can endure. 


He can do three things deftly, and well, 
He can shoot—never miss—and can ride : 
Of himself take the best of all care, 
Whene’er he his bush mount doth bestride. 


As a horseman he’s simply superb, 
And his equal, admits of but one, 

The American ranche’s cow-boy ; 
No superior under the sun. 


Then utility governs his dress, 
Forms completely the rule of his life ; 
Thus his saddle has rolls in the flap, 
And his bridle a snaffle ’gainst strife. 


With this outfit the Bushman aye sticks 
On the back of his wild two-year-old, 

He will face, pig-jumps, bucks, leaps, and bounds, 
For his seat is assured, and so bold. 


Now the Bush-horse develops a pace, 
Covers sixty miles well in a day, 
Whether walk, trot, or canter, or jog; 
Not a hair ever turns on the way. 


And the Bushmen full straight learn’d to shoot, 
By the same rule, that he learn’d to ride; 

Stress, taught patience to hand, eye and nerve ; 
Then he ne’er could quick blazing abide. 


His loved tea he brews three times a day; 
And his blanket roll’d into a swag 

On the pommel of saddle is pack’d 
To hold water, a stiff canvas bag. 


With his tea he eats damper, and beef, 
And he carries flour, soda, and salt; 
In his billy, his biltong he boils, 
And he has a good smoke at each halt. 


In his leather pouch, worn as a strap, 
Ne’er a watch, but tobacco pack’d tight. 
He reads time by the sun-light by day; 
And the signs of the Heavens by night. 
He is tireless, reliant, and quick, 
So all dangers that threaten he sees ; 
To the wide trackless desert he’s used, 
And to water-locating, he flees. 
He may be a “ selector ” himself, 
Or, perhaps, a selector’s smart son ; 
There are Bushmen well skill’d in some trade ; 
All, at home, with a horse and a gun. 


For the duties he's called to perform 
With our mighty Imperial Force, 

More than any, the Bushman is fit, 
For a Bush-scout is great in resource. 


J. H. Oakey. 











Let Him Down Gently! 


UNCLE PAUL, BOWING TO THE INEVITABLE, HAS DONE 


BRITAIN NO SLIGHT SERVICE. 


Dea gently with the Dopper One, 
O Britons, in the hour 

When o’er your forces Victory’s Sun 
Flares down his noontide power ! 

The tricks and shifts of Oom the Shrewd 
Ye can’t, of course, applaud: 

With all his “ unctuous rectitude,” 
He’s proved himself a fraud. 

And—since he failed the chains to drag 
Of martyred patriot’s glory, 

And from Pretoria ‘ hopped the wag ’’— 
We know how thin a story 

Was that which, spreading through the land, 
Did many a heart affright ; 

“ Old Kruger means to make a stand— 

Pretoria’s going to fight !”’ 





Speak gently of the Dopper One 
Who’s by our stre o’erborne | 
Our tongues might well and aptly run 
To long, long lengths of scorn 
In talking of the glib Cheap-Jack 
Who all the Scriptures ranged 
Upon his side; and then (good lack !) 
Himself and wealth estranged 
From danger’s zone, when danger came! . «.s 
With “ humbug,” “ snake,” and “‘ coward,” 
And “ knave,” and many a kindred name, 
He well might be endowered. 
Instead of which, with kindness bland 
Let British hearts delight 
That Kruger failed to make a stand— 
Pretoria failed to fight! 


Deal genily with the Dopper One 
Who, like a base poltroon, 

Took care of life and limb! For Fun 
Beholds a priceless boon 

To Britain in that crafty trick. 
Sad, sad had been the story, 

Had Oom, instead of “‘ going sick,”’ 
Gone in for martyr’s glory ! 

Full many a life we’d then have lost 
That we ill could spare; and (seeing 

That Oom knew Quixotism’s cost) 
Why gird at him for fleeing ? 

Nay, weshould rather take his hand, 
And own the “‘ slimness” right, 

Which caused him not to make a stand, 
And Pretoria not to fight ! 





—_— 
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Mr. Thomas Atkins’ Reply. 


(See “ Fun” or May Isr.) 


You're very kind to say (though we don't put it that way) 
‘* It’s Private Thomas Atkins does the work,” 

And I think you're all agreed that in the hour of need 
His duty he has never tried to shirk, 

But Tommy needs it well (and it’s just the truth I tell) 
That if there weren’t brave officers to lead 

(Who have to plan and think and from dangers never shrink), 
He’d get on rather badly—yes, indeed. 


And though we much appreciate the kindly words you 
say, 
It doesn’t seem to us exactly fair 
To give all the praise to Tommy and to take it quite away 
From the officers who, too, have done their share. 
For troops that lack a leader, however strong they be, 
Would be of little use to fight, __, 
And would fare as badly as a helmless ship at sea, 
Or a man that in a moment lost his sight. 


And it somehow seems to me (if it ain’t a liberty) 
If you really want to do what’s just and right, 

Well, you'll own that everyone (from ‘‘ Bobs’ to Bugler Dunn) 
Has tried his level best to win the fight. 

So if in the Roll of Fame you should wish to write your name, 
Perhaps you’ll place us level side by side, 

Both officers and men, and we will thank you then, 
For that’s the way we fought and won, or died. 


Then here’s to *‘ Bobs” and Kitchener, Buller, French, 
and White, 
Baden-Powell, Kekewich, and all the others, too. 
They helped to get the Empire from a corner rather tight, 
So to them, as well as us, your praise, I think, is due. 
For it’s some thanks to their planning, their working, 
and their scheming, 
That our flag has come to Africa to stay 
(For our officers, you bet, ain't had much time for 
dreaming), 
And it’s both together that we win the day. 


Eruet M. Ratcuirre. 
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Wirn the next issue of the Army and Navy Gazette (3, York 
Street, London, W.C.) will be presented a striking portrait of 
Field-Marsha! Lord Roberts, V.C. 
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Gallant Masher. 
Conscientious Young Lady.—‘‘ Yes; but, unfortunately, it shows up our limitations. 
can't do without some men.”’ 


oe 


AT EARL’S COURT. 


“ This exhibition is a good idea; it lets the world know what women can do.”’ 
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The Breakdown. 
KRUGER :— 
ComeE, come, my Steyn, let’s get along, 
Whip up the pony, pray— 
He's little, but 1 think he’s strong, 
And, though, of course, I may be wrong, 
I fancy he can stay. 
But whip him, anyway ; 
For “ Bobs" is following behind, 
I hear his steady trot 
His ways are really, to my mind, 


ur nd 








Prepared to face a lot 
Of Britons, now they thirst for gore; 
“To shoot’ is my idea of war, 
At other men to pot; 
And really, I'll be shot, 
If I remain to be a mark 
For other shooters—hark, oh, hark! 
Is that the drum and fife ? 
Come, hurry for your life 
At driving you, I think, are deft, 
Of other chances we're bereft, 
Let's fly, my Steyn, not ours to fight, 
For now it’s proved that might is right 














STEYN :— 


I-fancy, Kruger, that we’re done— 
5 ; We've overtaxed the nag ! 
For though I whip, he does not run, 
He hardly seems to see the fun 
Of having us to drag ! 
He knows the British flag] 
Still follows us where’er we go, 
However far we stray— 
He positively seems to know 
We cannot stand the coming blow ; 
His too decisive “ neigh ”’ 
Proclaims he will not stay |! 
It’s plain to me he’s taken ‘right, 
And sorry, Sir, would be our plight 
If he should run away 
And leave us in the fray ! 
Then with this cart there’s something 
wrong, 
I do not think that it’s so strong 
As we at first believed— 
I fear we've been deceived— 
It creaks and creaks at every strain ; 
To trust to it I fear is vain ; 
And though, I’ve heard, who runs 
away 
Will live to fight another day 
We shall not fight again ! 
KRUGER :— 
Good gracious, Steyn, you surely jest— 
Keep up your courage, pray! 
For surely all is for the best, 
** Dutch courage’’ Providence has blessed 
In every kind of way! 
A glass or so a day 
Will banish every thoughtful frown 
I’m certain you will find— 
For ‘‘ Holland’s”’ equals it’s renown, 
And when you've put a little down 
You’ve such a warlike mind 
You’d challenge all mankind. 
But, there, supposing you are right, 
And that our nag has taken fright, 
And to escape’s inclined— 
We shan’t be left behind ; 
For we will hang upon him still, 
And will not try to curb his will, 
But with him we will fly, 
Till danger passes by! 
You'll find this cart is very strong, 
I built it, and I’ve used it long, 
No strain so great but it will bear-— 
’T will stand no end of wear and tear— 
Good heavens! I was wrong ! 


(The cart collapses ani the horse bolts.) 


STEYN (surveying the ruin) :— 
Exactly! Now, Sir, who was right ? 

I hope you'll feel remorse—- 

For you must know your present plight 
Is due to putting, ina flight, 

The cart before the horse! 

The nag will run its course, 

But will not drag your wretched trap, 

To please your foolish whim. 

And now we’ve met with this mishap, 
You’re folly, I suppose, you’ll cap 

With some insipid hymn, 

Some psalm with humour grim! 
But you will find we’re in a hole 
That’s quite beyond a psalm’s control, 

For though we’re pretty slim, 

Our prospect’s looking dim— 

For all we struggled for is lost ; 
And we, aside for ever tossed, 
Must give up world-wide strife 
And seek a private life ; 
And think it lucky if we fail 
To see a military jail— 
For, now our credit’s sunk so low, 
I doubt if either friend or foe 
Would think of going “ bail.”’ 
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THE BREAKDOWN. 





THE TRANSVAAL GOVERNMENT IS NO MORE. LORD ROBERTS HOISTED THE UNION JACK AT PRETORIA, JUNE Oru. 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 158.) 
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ee eee ew Ones ee ee es, 
we, I am happy to say, carried me through life very y 
I am also, as, no doubt, my readers are already aware, an honorary 
member of several learned bodies, and am consequently entitled to 
wear upon festive occasions many hoods and gowns of curiously 
medieval cut, which lend a dignity to the human figure, and, 
if possible, an even greater dignity to the human mind. My 
in Doctor’s Robes is, I am assured by best able to 
j ,& very striking one, and I have often wi that fashion 
would permit me to appear in public so arrayed ; for the 
ordinary coat and trouser garb of latter-day civilisation is certainly 
not an impressive eno “get up” for a Statesman of my calibre. 
That, however,is by the way! and, afterall, it isn’t what you 
wear, it’s what you are that makes you respected by your fellow 
es te I am, th f honorary degrees 
Anyway, being, as I am, the possessor of many O . 
it is mot unnatural,as | am sure my readers will admit that 
my fancy should lightly turn to thoughts of Higher Education, as 
an object worthy of my support and e, and my mind has 
gradually and vely ranged from “ Baths and Washhouses ” 
to Mechanics’ itutes, Mechanics’ Institutes to Technical 
Schools, and from Technical Schools to a Midland University. 
After all, know is power, and power is a thing for which I have 
always craved. I, therefore, determined to be the Founder of a 
Midland University of such colossal pr i that it should, 
when completed, throw into the shade ali other educational estab- 
lishments the world over. You, who now see my University in all 
ee have but a faint idea of what labour of body and mind 
to the thereof. Rome wasn't built in a day—and a 

yr we fre be need peta Shae sedan sagged coe 
When I first thought of ne Founder, many and 
anxious were the consultations I with my family, and I will 
admit candidly and at once that my family were at the start more of 
a hindrance poe I ervlar, Sone idea to them one even- 
ing at dinner, and if they had any suggestions to offer. Their 
ion of a University career was, I found,a certain 
amount of preiimimary training culminating in a Boat Race. On 
that understans..xg, or, I sho rather say, misunderstanding, they 
entered into the spirit of the thing with much enthusiasm, and 
more volubility, and it was some time before I could make them 
understand that I was not prepared to devote the labour and 
thought of a lifetime to the mere arrangement of an annual picnic. 
Besides, as I pointed out to them, our native town is not by nature 
adapted for aquatic exercises; it is not, to use a vulgarism, “ built 
that way.” y family then suggested that the bicycle should be 
substituted for the boat, and the cinder-path for the silver stream. 
To this I agreed. For although boat-building is not looked upon 
with favour in the Midlands, the manufacture of cycles is con- 
sidered both a useful and lucrative profession. Having thus com- 


babject of Qnlture, and’ thi 58 gpl Sport, I introduced the 
subject ture, is to an and extremely 
I explained that, when the U iversity 

in was got into working order, 
there would be many Professorships, with large emoluments, to be 
filled by the authorities, and my family, without the slightest hesi- 
tation, offered their services as one man. cae ame wpe go 
a School of Agriculture. The Cow and the Acre, he ined, had 
mever yet been scientifically diagnosed. Another, aby oo for years 
been learning to play the flute, suggested a College of Music. Music, 
he declared, charms calculated to soothe the savage breast, and 
might be brought to bear upon Imperial in such of our 
Crown Colonies where the Savage Element predominated. Another, 
who has a certain facility in turning out patriotic verse, mentioned 
that a Chair of Poetry might not be out of place atthe staré. As he 
justly observed. vs ed Beggar ’ 


f the “Absent-Min rder, when 
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to their intrinsic merits. Promising to do my best for meritcrious 
talent when the time arrived, I deemed it wisest to change thesubject. 
My U , lexplained to them,was tocombineall the best features 
of all the U: ities of all time and all space. All that could be 
or learnt by man was to be in its curriculum, so 
graduately and by Degrees, the Millennium might be introduced 

as part and of the of the British Empire. I pointed 
out that, 


prominent attention would be given to the teaching 
of alsees ix cumnection with “i ication to local industries. 
The principles of electricity as ied to the manufacture of cheap 
plated goods were, I informed them, to be thoroughly investigated 
in our laboratories, so that a minimum of silver could be spread 
upon @ maximum of brass, till the merchants of our beloved and 
native town were enabled to satisfactorily compete with the wily 
German and the wilier American in the money markets of the 
civilised and uncivilised world. 














ILLUSTRATED WAR NEWS. 
** The Boas were cut to pieces.” 
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Having in this way laid, as it were, the foundation stone of my 
scheme as a step in the direction, I sent several 
members of my family to Established Universities both at home and 
abroad, so that I might gather information at first hand upon which 
I could rely with some satisfaction to myself and some advantage 
to my constituents. To each member of my family so sent I gave 
precise instructions to see, hear, say, and do all the things which 
it is necessary for a young man of good family to hear, see, say, and 
do. I especially insisted that absolutely no was to be ’ 
and they had not been at their respective Co very long before 
bills of portentious size and for monumental amounts began to roll 
in. Wine bills, and cigar bills; bills for horse hire, and bills for 
— and fine linen ; bills from dog fanciers and bills from picture 

ealers ; and bills at three months from the Children of Israel. The 
House of Commons itself in its longest and busiest session has never 
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considered more ummecessary bills than I was forced to consider 
after the first quarter of my family’s higher education. 
After a while my family began to be returned upon my hands. 
ve was, I regret to say, 
“sent down.” I was very annoyed when I heard of it, for I con- 
sidered, and still comsider, that for the mere Head of a College to 
of my Family was little short of impertin- 
the member in question, carried away, so I 
i of ardent, and a still greater flow of animal, 
assistance of several sprigs of the old nobility, 
feathered one of the Proctor’s bull-dogs. Now, as 
I famcy I have already intimated, I am by no means a lover 
of animals, at the same time I should be the last person in the 
world to defend cruelty to even so repulsive an animal as a bulldog, 
I must confess that to be “sent down” for so slight an 
ffence seemed to me a punishment farcically out of proportion; so 
when I was told by an affable young Marquis, who was present at the 
time, that the bulldog first attacked my relative in the public streets, 
I was exceedingly annoyed, and determined to write a sharp letter 
to the Dean. The young Marquis, who, strange to say, was from 
time to time convulsed with laughter, warmly applauded my 
determination, and informed me that the bulldog in question was 
a perfect terror to the undergraduates, pouncing upon them often 
at night, so that at certain hours it was positively dangerous to 
leave the College. Promising my most noble young friend that I 
would look into the matter at once, I asked him as a personal 
favour to walk once round the Park with me. He complied with 
much affability, and many members of the Home Rule Party who 
saw us walking arm-in-arm gnashed their teeth with emvy. On 
returning to my home I wrote the following letter to the Dean of 
St. Swithin’s :-— 
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‘* London, April Ist. 

“Sir—I understand from a perfectly reliable source chat the 
bulldog, for the tarring and feathering of which an esteemed young 
relative of mine has been ‘sent down,’ I say, Sir, that I hear that 
this bulldog is a highly dangerous beast. I must, therefore, ask 
you to have him shot without further delay. I have mentioned the 
matter to a friend of mine, who is in the Ministry and isan authority 
on dogs, and he says that hydrophobia, although probably extinct in 
most parts of England, may yet lurk in a Collegiate town. Under 
the circumstances I rather think my young relative should be 
‘sent up’ again, but, no doubt, you will see this for yourself.—I 
am, Sir, etc.” 

Having dispatched this letter I took a copy of it with me to the 
House to show toa few friends. To my surprise, my friends treated 
it as a joke, and it was some time before I could understand the 
meaning of their uproarious laughter. When they informed me 
that a Proctor’s Bulldog was a servant employed to take the names 
of undergraduates discovered breaking the rules of the University I 
was simply dumbfounded, and I ised that there was more in 
a University career than I had hitherto supposed. I apologised to 
the Dean, and promised myself an interview with that member of 
my family whe hal deceived methat should positively astonish him. 

The relative whom I had sent to Germany to be 
educated presently returned with his arm in a sling and a patch of 
plaster for a nose. It seems that duelling is the principal study in 
a German University, and possibly this explains how it is that our 
Teutonic Ally is gradually ousting us from the markets of the world. 
A commercial traveller given to challenging all and sundry, with or 
without reason, might very well be an acquisition to a firm dealing 
with more or less savage customers. At the same time, I was very 
sorry for my young friend, but someone must be sacrificed if 
research is to be carried on, and I will never spare the blood of my 
family in a good cause. 

One by one my family returned to town from what I may call the 
(educational) front; and from their accounts of the various 
scholastic methods in force the world over I learnt much which 
has been of great assistance in the building up of the Midland 
University. After all, it is well to know what to avoid, and my 
family were certainly great authorities on this half of the question. 
Anyway, experience, I am told, makes even Liberal Leaders wise— 
sometimes, and the experience of two hemispheres should make my 
University pure wisdom itself. Already, I am told, its Degrees are 
considered of more im in the commercial world, than those 
of Oxford and Cambridge, and a B : B.A. has more chance 
of obtaining an appointment in the counting house of a Company 
Promoter, than a D.D. of any other University, And this is as it 
should be. My native town is at the present moment the true 
centre of the Universe. As the birthplace of myself and my family, 
too much honour, I feel sure, cannot be done it; self-adverti 
and ‘self-educating, let it stand at the head of all cities ancient an 
modern: let it’s motto be “ Forward,” and let my statue be 
raised in pure gold 20ft. high, in a prominent position, with the 
simple inscription, “ Ingenui vultus puer, ingenuique pudorts. 
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years ago? ; art, visiting ‘ 
studio and the statue, Galatea, too much for his wife's 
patience, who ejaculates, “‘What are you staring at? Come 
along, do?” will never be forgotten by the pla 

of those days. It was wg Ss Miss Janette = 
company is a very strong one, ws closely u 

lines of those illustrious predecessors. The mm 4 sethers 
Comedy and Tragedy follows on. The present generation will profit 


greatly by going to see this couple of comedies, both of which 
amused the histrionic community so profoundly upon their first 
productions respectively. 


The Lyceum will re-open on the 16th inst., when Sir Henry 
Irving and Miss Helen Terry will appear in Olivia. The latter is 
embellished with, owing to conflagration, entirely new scenery and 
costumes. Sir Henry’s tour in the United States has been an 
unprecedentedly financial success, in which the shareholders of the 
Lyceum Company Limited substantially participate. 


Miss Ethel Clinton's season at the Globe is very promising. Mr. 
J. 8. Piggott’s The Old Love appears to have hit the public taste, 
although the plot is not particularly strong. 

The Triennial Handel Festival at the Crystal Palace will be 
rehearsed on Saturday, the 16th inst., and will take place on the 
following Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday. The artists include 
Madame Albani, Miss Lillian Blauvelt, Miss Clara Samuell, 
Madame Ella Russell, Madame Marie Brema, Miss Ada Crossley, 
and Miss Clara Butt; Mr. Edward Lloyd, Mr. Ben Davies, Mr. 
Santley, and Mr. Andrew Black. Each performance commences at 
2 p.m., except the grand rehearsal, which begins at 1 p.m. 


Mr. Albert Chevalier is always improving the occasion with 
something topical. His new coster song, “ Mafekin’ Night,” 
takes you instantly. The chorus is excellently catchy and doubt- 
lessly will get on to the street organ. Here it is :— 


“Wot oh! we cried 
On Mafekin’ night ! 
Wot oh! Out side 
On Mafekin’ night! 
We all be’aved 
Altho’ we raved 
An’ the old flag waved, 
The moke on his back wore a Union Jack, 
An’ Par ‘ad ‘is whiskers shaved!" 
We shall expect something from this versatile artist to com- 
memorate Pretoria Day. 


Emprre THEATRE.—A very appropriate addition has been made 
to the programme of the Empire. is is an interlude before the 
second part of the su ballet, Round the Town Again, 
when Mr. Scott-Russell from Daly’s Theatre, in a beautifully- 
painted scene by Harker, sings a patriotic song, “‘ Marching Through 
Pretoria,” supported by a full chorus. The audience join in the 
chorus as heartily as they sing the National Anthem, which nightly 
succeeds the new ditty. 


Miss Annabel Gray’s new novel, “ The Mystic Number 7,” which 
we mentioned a few weeks ago, is now on the eve of publication. 
Messrs. Simpkin, Marshall, and Company will issue it. 

The annual sports in aid of the Music Hall Benevolent Fund 


will be held at the London County Grounds, Herne Hill, on 
Tuesday, July 10th. 


On Mafekin’ night! 
On Mafekin’ night! 











an heroic i meg of which he the author, entitled 
“Treland’s W: to Queen Victoria.” The price is 6d., post 
free. We trust the applications will be numerous and satisfactory. 














A Natural Consequence. 


Doctor.—‘* I'm sorry to say, Mrs. Murphy, that your husband is 
light-headed.” 

Mrs. Murphy.—“Oi don’t wonder at it, docthor. Shure, the 
fule tuk gas whin he bad a tooth drawn the other day.” 
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A VIRTUOSO! 
“Ah! John! you may like a bit of old African gold, but I prefer old China.” 

















“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s ” WASHERWOMAN. 


Otp Kruger evidently beleaves in 


lookin’ arter Number One. The way ’e 


sneaked from Pretoria wen it was gettin’ ° 


a trifle too warm to suit him an’ 


laid ’is paws on all the gold ’e coud. 


clutch afore leavin’ shows ’e’s one of 
the most artful old codgers that ever 
went about with ’is mouth full of Scrip- 
ture an’ ’is ’ands in anybody’s pocket 
wot ’appened to be well lined. The ’art 
of the nashun it giv’ many throbs wen it 
’eard that Pretoria was taken by ‘‘ Bobs.”’ 

Iwas glad that General Gatacre met 
with sich a ’earty reception at Col- 
chester, for I’m sure ’e did ’is best, an’ 
’e isn’t the only commander wot ’as lost 
men through ’em bein’ ambushed. The 
Boers ’ave been too tricky for us pretty 
well all along, but, nevertheless, we 
shall win the ‘ odd trick.”’ 

To change the subjict, I ’ears that 
“society ballet girls”’ is the latest fad 
among the ‘‘ upper crust,” an’ tasty sort 
of crust it will be if some of the beauties 
of the day appear on the Empire stage. 
But they ain’t goin’ to don tights or the 
reg’ler ballet dress, they'll simply be 
attired in their ordinary costumes, an’ 
‘“‘ walk on” with the crowd. I don’t see 
much fun in it myself—they’ll only be 
supers, only of a super-ior kind—but, I 
s’pose, ‘anything for a change,” as the 
grub sed wot wanted to be a butterfly. 

Rifle clubs are to be granted free 
licenses. If I may make so “free”’ 
as to say so, the Treasury an’ War Office 
are comin’ to their senses. It is only 
right that every encouragement should 
be given to a move that promises to 
make us a nation of good shots. 

I see that they’ve been ’avin’ bull fights 
over in France, greatly to the delight of 
the Parisians, an’ greatly to the disgust 
of all right-thinkin’ people. ’Owever a 
so-called civilised nation ’as the face to 
countenance sich brutal shows I can’t 
think. There’s one Bull they’d make a 
poor show of fightin’ agin—John Bull. 

Mr. Commissioner Kerr ’as jist 
celebrated the annyversary of ’is 79th 
birthday, an’ ’as been judge of the City 
of London Court for over 41 years. 
That is a Kerr-eer to be proud of, an’ I, 
for one, ’opes it won’t be Kerr-tailed yet 
awhile. ‘“ Every dorg ’as its day,” but 
wot about this Kerr? No offence 
meant, Mr. K.*; I allus tries to be Kerr- 
teous.—[Don’t let this o-Kerr again, 
please.—Ep., Fun. ] 
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CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 





| ” - TAN GLOSS, or 








| ANDERSON ’?S 


CITY OF LONDON 


RESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


” " GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather.) 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


” BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 


SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY. LONDON. E.C. 
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